













NEXUS is a student publication of Wright State Uni­
versity. It is published three times during the 
academic year: Fall, Winter, and Spring. 
NEXUS has been around since 1965 when It was 
first hand-cranked off a mimeograph machine. It 
eventually evolved into the digest format, which 
loo~ed prestigious and sc~oJarly, and then to the­
fula;.alzed slick mag format. In that format NEXUS pre­
sented some very . handsome cover art and other 
graphics. Butwe always felt that there was something 
incongruent, like artificial flowers or coffee table art, 
In the slick format. Our own tastes and talents run 
toward the earthy and home-grown, and so we de­
cided that the tabloid format would be more ~uitable 
for what we have to present. 
Even though NEXUS has survived for eleven years, 
which Is a long time compared to the lifespan of most 
little magazines, It Is no better known now than it was 
when 1t started. Much to the dismay of the magazine's 
official publishers, the administration of Wright State 
University, NEXUS has never broke even. And much 
to the dismay of the students who wrote and edited the 
magazine, It was never very widely read. The neces­
sity of selling the magazine, of course, was the 
biggest reason why its circulation was limited. Creat­
ing NEXUS, not selling it, was the main concern of its 
writers and editors. Had they cared much about effec­
tive marketing or making money, they would surely 
have turned to dealing In something of wider appeal. 
This, too, contributed to our decision to change to 
tabloid, which is a cheap enough format that we can 
l'OW give the magazineaway-free. 
In calling NEXUS a little magazine, we don't mean 
simply that its size is small or that its circulation is 
low. As a little magazine, it is part of a long, proud 
tradition in publishing that offers an alternative to 
commercial publishing. A little magazine is more per­
sonal, and much less formal, than most commercial 
publlshlng ventures. ·1ts emphasis is not making 
money, but providing a forum for local writers and 
artists. As commercial publishing becomes increas­
ingly more stylized and competitive, the little 
magazine will also become amore important forum for 
new Ideas and Individual expression. 
It is indeed unfortunate that the Last 
~age News will not be presented in thrs-­
issue. Torn Sanford, who researches and 
writes the Last Page News, contracted a 
social disease five weeks ago somewhere 
on Brown Street in Dayton. 
When questioned by the Nexus staff on 
the incident, all Mr. Sanford could say 
was that "Her name was Marge something; 
I don' t know. " 
Sanford, who has an allergy to pen­
icillin, appeared far too distraught to 
do any serious writing. Due to Torn San­
ford's contagious condition and lack of 
willpower the Nex~s staf; has locked him 
at his own request in the back office 
where he lives. 
1 ' i know what a degenerate I am," de­
clared Sanford as the door was locked to 
the Nexus back office. 
The staff would like to announce that 
anyone wishing to visit the unfortunate 
Sanford may do so from 3-5 on MWF after­
noons in the Nexus office room 006 Uni­
versity Center. 
"Any visitors can see and speak to 
poor Tom through the window between of­
fices," says Randy Marshall, editor of 
Nexus. 
"The office is located next door to 
the Rathskeller down the hallway with the 
restrooms," adds Marshall. 
NEXUS is now distributed free of charge at Wright 
State University and in the surrounding community. 
Copies are available in the NEXUS office in room 006 
in the basement of WSU's University Center, as well as 
other sites on campus. NEXUS can be obtained by 
mail by sending a self-addressed, stamped manila 
envelope to: NEXUS, Wright State University, Dayton, 
Ohio, 45431. 
EDITOR - RANDY ~SHALL 
ASST. EDITOR BAMBI BARTH 
ART EDITOR BOB RECK 
FACULTY ADVISOR WILLIAM D. BAKER 
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Unsolicited poetry and fiction manuscripts are wel­
come. They cannot be returned by mail, however, un­
less accompanied by a self-addressed, stamped en­
velope. Articles, columns, arid reviews by assignment 
only. If you are interested, write NEXUS or can 1-513-
873-278'2. 
NEXUS is available to any little magazine or small 
press on an exchange basis. 
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'HE READING AT 
ROSCOE CENTER 
h~John ~ickson 
One thing I've learned, and I ve learned It 
well-if a person shows no great inclination 
toward poetry, no special desire to either read 
it or hear it read, or has no hot hunger to carve 
out a poetic phrase or two, do not, even by 
oblique suggestion, try to introduce him to 
it . . . to ram it down his throat. 
Or hers, as the case may be, because in this 
instance I am referring specifically to Miss 
Grace Plomondon who, I had always consi­
dered, was not the sort of proverbial swine, or 
sow, before whom one is advised not to cast 
his pearls. Certainly, I thought, she would 
never come up with the usual crass comments 
like, ·· t thought the lines were supposed to 
rhyme . . . or begin with capital letters. 
... and why do you deal with subjects 
people never discuss in polite conversation? 
Can't you write something like Casey at the 
Bat . . . or Put them all together they spell 
Mother? Really, I think poets are sort of sick." 
And I was right- Grace was a cut above 
making such pedestrian comments. Besides, I 
could think of no one else to take with me to 
hear Reginald Castrovinci and several other 
local poets read from their own work at the 
Sunday afternoon forum in the new Arts and 
Humanities pavilion at Roscoe Center. Unfor­
tunately I was not aware that Grace Plomon­
don had her own way of reducing one's gin­
gerly revealed ambitions and interests to a 
hopeless shambles. 
But it was a perfect afternoon-the sun 
warm and the lake and sky the same shade of 
bright blue. Even as we walked along Michigan 
Avenue I was anticipating how the sun would 
be shining through the stained glass windows, 
spraying their abstractions everywhere and 
turning the very atmosphere to gold. And I was 
aware that we were a rather striking 
couple-me with the brown turtleneck under 
my jacket, the same brown as in Grace's hair, 
and Grace wearing what closely resembled the 
standard outfit of women tennis players except 
for the bright red and blue sash around her 
waist. Young, lovely, intelligent Grace 
Plamondon. 
As we approached Roscoe Center I nodded 
and smiled now and then at people I recog­
nized. 
"Do you know everyone who will be here?" 
Grace asked. 
"Well 1should imagine so," I said. "After all, 
the poetry community here is rather concen­
trated, and I have achieved a certain degree of 
distinction, you know." 
"You have? Why I've always thought of you 
as the stockroom manager at International 
Ring and Gear." 
"Oh that," I said. "Just a means to an end. 
Besides, it gives me an opportunity to study 
people." 
She smiled up at me and said, "Do you 
study people? How exciting. My girl friend 
studies people. Every day she tells me about 
some character she saw on the bus. Isn't that 
funny? Two of my friends with something in 
common . You'll have to meet Felicia. Just 
think- you could study people together. Do 
you ever study me?" 
"Of course . Sometimes when Mr. Falb 
leaves his office door open I watch you taking 
,dictation-right from my bench in the sto~k­
room. I always think of him as Homer dictat­
ing the Odyssey to a girl just like you." 
She asked, "Ho~er who?" 
" Oh , you know," I explained, " the Greek 
poet. Blind. He must have dictated to some­
one." 
Grace got all upset and said, "Well, I'm not 
Greek. Plamondon is French. Greeks can 
never forget they're Greek. They never assimi­
late." 
Someone we passed said, " Hi , Charlie." I 
turned to see who it was and then walked on. 
"Who was that skinny little man, Charlie?" 
"Oh, his name is Thaddeus Gumm." 
" What a strange person . Does he have 
cancer? His forehead is brown and the rest of 
his face is white. Why didn't you say hello to 
him?" 
"Oh, he's such a phoney. He always wore a 
beard and looked like Walt Whitman . Even 
wrote like Walt Whitman. Then at one of our 
sensitivity sessions Ellen Fonsegreves con­
vinced him that his beard was just a mask he 
was hiding behind and that unless he shaved it 
off he would never be able to express the real 
him." 
Grace said, " Oh, I see. Then it's not cancer. 
But such a weak chin. Does he still write like 
Walt Whitman?" 
"No. He writes for the greeting card trade. 
The only one who makes any money. But no 
one likes him anymore. What good is money 
without friends?" 
"I don't know," Grace said. "I try never to put 
a value on money." 
When we entered the Pavilion of Arts and 
Humanities, Nick Czardas was already reading 
to the rather sparse gathering of aficionados. 
The sun shining through the stained glass win­
dows was just as I had imagined it, and the air 
was gold. Actually the room was more like a 
large chapel, but the word 'pavilion' was so 
liquid that it was deemed more appropriate by 
the committee for Arts and Humanities. 
Nick Czardas was short and stubby­
something like a fire hydrant, and just as 
tough. He had only written three poems in his 
life-Sonnet No. 89, Sonnet No. 156, and an 
epic jingle called Bacchanal, which he was 
reading with the full histrionic treatment. I 
caught the phrase: Red wine to ruby lips I sips, 
which I had heard many times before. All three 
of his poems had been heard by everyone over 
and over. He always appeared first on any 
program because by now his repeated 
rhymes had become so ludicrous that if they 
appeared anywhere else on the program they 
would lend an air of unintended humor to 
whatever more serious mood had already 
been established. He had made hundreds of 
xerox copies of his three poems and on occa­
sion would read them aloud to captive audi­
ences on the subway, after which he would 
hand out copies to the irritated passengers, 
usually saying, "Remember the name, Folks. 
Czardas. Nick Czardas." 
We made the mistake of sitting next to Hel­
mut Larson, who was more a critic than a poet. 
More a soapbox orator than a critic. Coarse 
red hair-something like Raggedy Andy. 
Large, pendulous earlobes. Bulbous nose. 
Thick Welsh fingers. Hard Viking head. By the 
time we were comfortably seated, Czardas 
was reading the final, or Pro Patria section of 
his Bacchanal: 
"Grief, without an object, dies. 
Thus, where sod lies, 
the mourner ceases weeping so." 
" Isn't that sick?" Larson asked God or 
someone. 
I said I didn't think so. 
"Charlie!" Grace almost shouted. "Of course 
it's sick." Larson looked at Grace 
with a sort of goaded interest. "Czardas used 
to be a milkman," he said. " Back when they 
had those heavy glass bottles. Burned himself 
out lugging them up countless flights of back 
porch fantasies . Milk! If he'd driven a beer 
truck. Or good hard liquor. But milk! Milktoast! 
Pap! He writes in milk. Excellent. " Larson 
whipped out a notebook and jotted down the 
devastating gem as Nick Czardas droned on: 
"When men are gone, there will be sod 
and then shall God 
look out and know there's peace below." 
Larson said, " I really can't take much more 
of this. The man is really insufferable. Breach 
birth, you know. Forceps. Head pressed out of 
shape and all that sort of thing. Irreparable 
brain damage. Might seek.his level as a pimp, 
or perhaps top banana in some vaudeville re­
vival, but why let him Clutter up our pavilion of 
Arts and Humanities? The sod-covers-all syn­
drome. Clod would be more like it. There you 
have it-the destiny of civilization : only the 
clod remains. The clod covers all. " He whipped 
out his notebook and jotted down his little 
brainstorm. 
Grace, obviously impressed by Helmut's 
serpentine intellect, said, " Charlie, I think it 
would be nice if you would introduce me to 
your friend here. After all, I'm sitting right next 
to him." 
" Oh, I'm sorry. Grace Plomondon-Helmut 
Larson." For the first time I noticed that Grace 
had a receding chim-tapering fingers­
drooping corners of her mouth-all signs of 
moral decay. Easy conquest. 
" I could hardly help overhearing your re­
marks," Grace said. " I'm really impressed. Are 
you a poet?" 
"No, I'm a critic. I make poets. Or break 
them." 
" I've never made a poet," Grace said. "And 
now that I've seen a few, I'm not sure that I'd 
care to. I think I'll be a critic." And to dramatize 
her decision, she leaned slightly away from me 
and toward Helmut, who placed his hand on 
hers with a fatherly gesture. I had a vague 
premonition of my career as a poet beginning 
to fade. 
When Nick Czardas was finished there was 
complete silence, except for a small bubble 
screaming hysterically to get out of Helmut 
Larson's complicated digestive tract. Czardas 
waited tor several moments, looking out over 
the audience as though perhaps the applause 
was slightly delayed by the same overwhelm­
ing emotion that followed Lincoln's delivery of 
his Gettysburg Address. Finally he left the 
podium, obviously dejected, and Claudine 
Spaniel took his place. Oh, that woman. 
Buxom. Miss Dairy Bar. A mammary monstros­
ity. Probably ordered her brassieres from Rus­
sia. As she began reading here latest poem, 
Albatross Lost, the pavilion became very quiet. 
_ "Of all of God's creatures, I heartily pity 
the lonely white Albatross lost in the city, 
caged in a jail of windows and stone-in 
a city of millions, sadly alone. 
After these opening lines, the quiet died 
down and the pavilion began sounding like a 
hospital. Here a cough, there a cough, 
everywhere a cough-cough. But she disre­
garded the barrage and read on. 
"Should he find the river, he'll still not be 
free-
instead he'll but scream as he longs for 
the sea." 
" You know," Helmut said, " say what you 
will-the woman is a natural poet. Not that she , 
is able to write poetry at all. A complete failure 
at expressing herself in words. But she doesn't 
have to. She lives poetry. Why, do you know 
that before she wrote this poem she daubed 
herself with guano, stood for hours on the 
Dearborn Street bridge, and the albatross in 
question flew down and perched on her head? 
Probably thought she was a piling out in the 
lake. " 
Grace said, "Oh, it's these little behind-the· 
scenes vignettes that make poetry so much 
more understandable. Don't you think so, 
Charl ie?" 
What a moron Grace was . Why had I 
brought here there? All her features sudd~nly 
seemed as coarse as Larson's. I detected un­
derarm odor and leaned away from her. 
"And she wrote a poem about fireflies ," 
Helmut was saying, "how the same chemicals 
used to make their tails light up is also used in 
medicine, and why it is that during the night 
little fairy rings of mushrooms grow over the 
spot where a tree once stood. Before writing 
that poem-Tails of the Vienna Woods-she 
spent three separate nights crawling about 
completely bare through the trees and tall 
grass, her buttocks gleaming with moonlight, 
the old pectorals swinging like twin monkeys 
clinging to their mother-just to get the feel of 
the thing. You understand?" 
Grace said, "Oh, how priceless. Does a critic 
have to know about all these things?" 
"Of course. How can one be a critic without 
knowing some of the background that goes 
into the making of a poem?" 
Claudine Spaniel finished her poem: 
" I hope that the time of his freedom is 
near, 
for an Albatross never was meant to live 
here." 
The applause was subdued but sustained. 
Claudine was beaming as she stepped down 
from the podium, aware that her reading had 
been a success. I noticed that Helmut Larson 
kept looking longingly at Claudine. Finally he 
said, "I predict that she will make a name for 
herself as a poet." 
It was finally time for the main event of the 
afternoon- Reginald Castrovinci reading 
selections from his sonnet sequence. He was 
a thin, frail sort of man with a delicate, feckless 
face and stood quietly looking out over the au­
dience for what seemed like an eternity. Wait­
ing for silence. Waiting for the muse. Waiting 
for the mood. Adjusting his aura. 
Larson was muttering to Grace. "This will kill 
you. He writes love sonnets." 
" Well he doesn't look very passionate to 
me." 
'That's just it-he's not. It's all words with 
him. And &uch words-no visualization, and 
his sensory detail is as stale as last year's 
candy. Once Ellen Fonsegreves asked him 
over to read to four or five of her girl friends. 
While he had his face buried in his syrupy 
manuscript of erotic iambics, they all quietly 
stripped to the waist and just sat there like 
mannequins waiting for him to finish. When he 
did, and looked up at them, still overcome by 
the throbbing of his own passionate verse, he 
almost died of cardiac arrest. He dashed for 
the door, but of course they had the key. So he 
threw himself through a window. If it had been 
an apartment building he would have killed 
himself, but he landed in a clump of bushes 
one foot down and ran away, littering the lawn 
with his blood-spattered sonnets." 
"Did this have any effect on his,writing?" 
"For a while, yes. He went for almost a year 
without writing love sonnets, though I under­
stand that now he's at it again." 
Three people turned around to scowl and 
shush Larson to silence. Then Reginald Cas­
trovinci began intoning his sonnet in a sort of 
moaning, funereal voice. 
" Shall we reach the December of our 
love 
and greet its natural end, as every year 
we greet the snows which put to flight the 
dove 
and drape the earth as mantles drape the 
bier?" 
"This man," Larson whispered," is so trans­
parently fake. He is like the little high-pitched 
Italian mandolin player that Mary Queen of 
Scots kept around her like a puppy dog. Even 
when she was in prison. There is something 
unclean about him. Something no one wants to 
think about." 
Grace was enchanted by Larson. 
I was revolted by Grace. 
Castrovinci read on. 
"Or shall we all too placidly be torn 
by some spring gale which stronger roots 
could stand, 
some aimless passion out of longing 
born? 
Some sullen watcher has the outcome 
planned." 
"Did you know," said Larson, "that once our 
Reggie here went to an Indian reservation and 
brought home a squaw? A little Minnehaha. 
Kept her up in his room and his parents were 
doltishly puzzled. One day a big brave 
came to his house and said 'Ugh' and took her 
away. A week later Castrovinci went back to 
the reservation to look tor his squaw and found 
her by the river doing laundry with several 
other squaws. When he tried to grab her, they 
all ju·mped on him and beat him with their sticks 
along with the rest of the wash." 
"That's terrible," said Grace. "Is that true?" 
She could barely keep from laughing. 
"Of course it's true. Look how clean he is." 
• 
A woman with a large hat turned around and 
said, "Will you please shut up!" 
Castrovinci, who had been waiting for the 
mumbling to subside, went on with his sonnet. 
"But though it be December or July, 
resign yourself with bestial attitude, 
for now the judge is not the fates, but I. 
Stoop to my love, although you deem it 
crude." 
"That does it," said Larson. ''I'm leaving," 
and he stood up. 'This is a critical moment in 
•your life, Miss Plomondon. A moment of de~­
tiny. Either you remain here and become 
sicklied o'er by the pale cast of thought with 
your poetaster friend, or fly with me through 
stratospheres of phantasy rhapsodic beyond 
your wildest dreams. Maybe even beer' and 
mushroom pizza." 
How cute of him. Of course gullible Grace 
lunged for his thick-fingered hand , probably 
wanting to replace it on her knee where it had 
been for the past fifteen minutes, and the two 
of them squeezed past several sets of 
cramped legs until they reached the aisle and 
disappeared. Castrovinci, meanwhile, finished 
his sonnet. 
"If we may love as well in half the time, 
death in July need not seem such a 
crime." 
After that he read several of his other son­
nets and two or three lesser poets read from 
their work to complete the program. All in all it 
was a rather star-studded afternoon, though 
nothing that followed quite matched the poig­
nancy of those two lines of Castrovinci's son­
net: 
" If we may love as well in half the time, 
death in July need not seem such a 
crime." 
Two or three times I half wished that Grace 
had remained long enough to hear those lines, 
and then there were times when I was relieved 
that she had not. She and Larson might only 
have looked down their noses at it all. 
There was coffee served out in the lobby 
and all my real friends were there speaking 
eruditely critical or authentically complimentary 
of the afternoon's readings. It was refreshing 
just to hear their comments, or to have them 
solicit my remarks. 
By the time I left Roscoe Center, it was al­
most dark-not at all like the bright afternoon 
that had brought me there . Each dark­
windowed tavern on the way to the subway 
was the possible rendezvous spot where 
Grace and Helmut Larson were haVing their 
mushroom pizza and b~er, laughing about my 
friends, all of whom they no doubt considered 
unbelievably ludicrous. But then, what did they 
know. They were the perfect pair-animal 
crude . . the antithesis of everything I stood 
for. As I walked down the subway steps to the 
roaring tunnel below, I shouted my final verbal 
graffiti up to the vanishing sky: 






to the old places 
EARLY MORNING 
Snow drifts 
down grows on frozen ground 
above naked trees crows 
wild brothers call 




an old corncob pipe 
bag wadded empty 
I sit in smoke 
and laugh 
MOPPING UP 
a colu.lllll by 
Su.san Scibetta 
Mopping Up 
Crabs-The Biopsy Debate-The Woman Wri­
ter 
This particular column is a sort of mop-up 
operation. First I want to share some informa­
tion about the charming affliction pediculosis, 
better known as crabs or the "social disease 
extraordinaire" about which an entire folklore 
of myths and jokes has been spun. Also Cinda 
Miller, feminist and R.N., describes her recent 
experience as a patient undergoing explorat­
ory breast surgery. Then I want to present a 
sort of mongoloid baby of mine. As every writer 
knows, some of his children never really dome 
to term. The time just comes to either deliver or 
abort! The subject is the Women's Writers' 
Center in New York. I had attempted to take a 
revealing survey of 12 of its former students, 
but unfortunately, it revealed mainly that I 
wasn't very good at taking surveys. But I'll 
pass along what I've learned about the school 
anyway. 
"SMALL FRIENDS"-Pediculosis (better 
known as crabs) 
I remember a story in an old Freak Brothers 
comic book in which Fat Freddie discovers he 
has crabs. Actually, the discovery is made by 
the precocious teenybopper sharing his bed. 
"Crabs!" remarks Fat Freddie to himself, as 
she runs screaming out of the frame. He pon­
ders the million-legged dot crawling across his 
finger. "And all along I thought they were little 
spiders!" 
Actually, crabs aren't very funny to their 
hosts and hostesses. I'm embarrassed to 
sound like an expert on such a delightful dis­
ease, but I would just like to offer advice and 
consolation to others who may now or eventu­
ally be visited by some small friends. First of 
all, I don't know anyone who's had much luck 
following the Dayton Free Clinic's advice to try 
the non-prescription stuff in the drugstore, cal­
led A-200 Pyrinate. I know someone who prac­
tically overdosed on it before the Public Health 
Clinic, which he finally called in desperation, 
told him that A-200 Pyrinate DOESN'T WORK 
if the lice have laid eggs, which they usually 
already have. Instead, according to the Public 
Health Clinic, anyone with crabs should use 
Kwell (lotion or shampoo), which requires a 
doctor's prescription. (The shampoo form is 
much quicker and less messy than the lotion.) 
Also, you have to wash and dry all clothes, 
pillowcases, sheets and blankets, towels, and 
anything else that might have lice or eggs on 
them. Be thorough about this-otherwise, 
weeks ofter you win Round I with the little bug­
gers, you may find reinforcements entering the 
ring . According to the Public Health Clinic, the 
egg~ can survive outside the body and hatch 
up to a month later. So be warned-you can 
win the battle and still not win the war. 
The Public Health Clinic will give you a pre­
scription or possibly, I understand, Kwell itself. 
It is located downtown, at 451 W. Third Street, 
across from Sinclair College. For information 
about their hours , call 225-4547. As a 
warning-people are frequently turned off by 
the rudeness and/or seeming lack of concern 
and sensitivity with which they are treated at 
the Public Health Clinic. 
A pleasanter place to be a patient at, if you 
have the choice, is the Dayton Free Clinic, at 
1005 N. Main Street. (Again, call first for their 
hours, 228-2226.) A doctor there will examine 
you and give a prescription. The staff there is 
thoroughly indoctrinated in the Free Clinic 
philosophy that "high quality, respectful medi­
cal care is a patient's right, not a privilege," 
and practice it quite consistently. My first ex­
perience at the Free Clinic was as a patient. I 
was so impressed with the concern and re­
spect shown to patients (particularly after my 
experience at the Public Health Clinic, whose 
staff seems to favor the "You're lucky we'll 
even see you" philosophy), that I now work at 
the Free Clinic as a staff member trainee. 
THE BIOPSY DEBATE: A Nurse's Experience 
as Patient 
(told by Cinda Miller, R.N.) 
"I found a lump in my right breast one even­
ing. Because I am a twenty-four old registered 
nurse, the implications were clear to me. I im­
mediately thought of cancer. I imagined myself 
mutilated, unloved by myself or anyone else. 
I made an appointment the next day to see 
my doctor. After examining me, he scheduled 
me for a breast X-ray. 
The results of my X-ray showed a lump. "It's 
probably nothing," he said, "but let's make 
sure." He scheduled an appointment for me to 
see a surgeon. 
I was very worried. I wanted some choice as 
to what would be done. I knew from experience 
what a radical mastectomy looked like and I 
knew about the pain, humiliation, and self­
hatred a woman who has had this surgery can 
feel. I didn't want this done to me. I called the 
Women's Center in hopes of receiving emo­
tional support and, if necessary, a referral to a 
physician who advocated lesser surgical pro­
cedures. 
After examining me, the surgeon stated that 
he did not wish to operate- because the lump 
was probably benign. The decision was left in 
my hands. 
I decided to get one more opinion, that of a 
trusted doctor and friend. He agreed that the 
lump was probably benign but he favored 
biopsy, particularly in view of the fact that I was 
on the Pill, which has been implicated in breast 
cancer cases. I decided I would rather be sure 
than sorry- a surgery reservation was made 
for me. 
Before my surgery I wrote in on the consent 
form, "r:,lo mastectomy to be performed by 
anyone." My reasoning was that it is common 
practice in Dayton to take the woman to 
surgery with a consent signed for both biopsy 
and mastectomy. By signing the consent she 
gives up her right to decide the type and extent 
of surgery. I wanted that right. 
The night before surgery one of the interns 
drew a purple "X" directly above the lump to be 
biopsied. After I was given my preoperative 
medications, I was wheeled to the surgery 
holding room where my surgeon waited. 
" What's this?" he asked, indicating the purple 
"X", "Who put it there? It's in the wrong spot." 
In spite of the drug's effects, I assured him that 
it was in the correct place and then dozed off. 
After surgery, I realized I was having pain in 
a different area than I expected and I vaguely 
remembered the conversation with the sur­
geon before surgery. I was suspicious then 
that something else had been done. 
A week passed before I was permitted to 
shower and before I had the courage to check 
what had been done. In the shower, I looked 
down at my breast. Nice, neat, tiny scar right 
around the nipple. In a year it wouldn't be 
noticeable. I carefully touched the operative 
area. It was a little hard and sore. I felt the area 
of the lump that was supposed to be removed, 
and there was the lump! Fear surged over me 
and, for some reason I still don't understand, 
shame. Shame for letting this happen to me? I 
was drugged, but couldn't I have protested a 
little louder? Couldn't I have made him under­
stand that purple "X"? Was I losing my mind? 
No, my fingers didn't lie. The lump was there. 
But, why? I stood there crying in the shower 
wondering why. 
When I told the surgeon what I had disco­
vered, he justified what he had ctone by saying 
he removed what he had seen on the X-ray. 
He said he knew nothing of the lump I indi­
cated. Apparently, if it wasn't on the X-ray, it 
didn't exist. I directed his hand to the lump and 
he appeared to have much difficulty finding it. 
When he did, he dismissed its importance, say­
ing it was probably nothing, like the one he had 
removed. He said that if I was worried about it, 
he would perform the surgery again at no cost. 
It is ironic. Even though I thought I had taken 
precautions against receiving an unwanted 
surgical procedure, I still received what I con­
sider to be an unnecessary operation. The re­
sult wasn't mastectomy, but the doctor still did 
as he pleased. I know no more now than I did 
before surgery, which will have to be repeated 
before I can be sure the lump isn't cancerous. 
I'm not sure that I won't want that surgery 
sometime. I am sure than I don't want it now, 
not in Dayton, and not with doctors who make 
for me the decisions I want to make for my­
self." 
THE WOMEN'S WRITERS' WORKSHOP 
" . . . their own workspace-for the luxury of 
writing about what was real to them . . . " 
A few years ago Carol Clark was part of a 
women writers' workshop in Syracuse, New 
York. The group was started "as a reaction 
to-or haven from-an attitude . . . that the 
women writers ... were somehow less 
gifted, less important than the men ... Also, 
and perhaps more important, they felt their 
poetry, their images, were either misun­
derstood or classed as something less than 
universal. After all, no one went off to war 
there was a minimum of myth-making, and th~ 
male sensibility was missing . . . Further­
more, (women writing) of their experience as 
women , or, even worse, ... of thelr 
physiology, ... of menstruation, children, 
real emotion sent the men gagging. It was all 
-so embarrassing, so unimportant. So these 
women set up their own workspace on the side 
for mutual support, understanding and 
criticism-for the luxury of writing about what 
was real to them." 
Through these workshops Carol became 
acquainted with Rita Speicher and Mary Beth 
Ross, co-directors of the Women's Writers' 
Center, "an independent institute" offering col­
lege credit in conjunction with Cazenovia Col­
lege. Eventually, she "dropped everything to 
go (to the Women's Writers' Center)-hobbies, 
responsibilities, etc., and to concentrate on 
what was a highly concentrated year . . . I 
had a lot to learn about writing and was putting 
everything on the line . . . These women 
seemed to me to be the right teachers." 
"One . . . course was called 'The Woman 
as Hero.' The books were all written by wo­
men : Cather, Glasgow, Chopin . .. The 
leading characters were women, whole wo­
men, in various situations . . . I learned to 
stay away from vast political statements, i.e. 
sloganeering, in my writing. My viewpoint is 
feminist, lesbian, and I learned to put that not 
in hard and militant words and cant, but let that 
form the backdrop and begin to speak more 
personally to people in situations . . . " 
Rita Speicher says about the Women's 
Writers' Center: " Our program is open to 
women with educational backgrounds ranging 
from high school to post-graduate work-
. . . Since our program is a unique and un­
traditional one, our mix of students would logi­
cally reflect this." A resident faculty member as 
well as co-director, Rita has an M.A. from New 
York University, and has designed and taught 
university courses in literature and writing. Her 
co-director. Mary Beth Ross, is a Ph.D. and 
former university professor who has published 
fiction, poetry. essays and criticism. 
A brochure tells prospective students, "The 
curriculum will be problem-oriented, with clus­
tered courses-unlike the traditional college 
curriculum with discrete and unrelated course 
content that is absorbed sequentially. A re­
quired core-course in feminist esthetics" 
(which Carol Clark describes as a "questiona­
ble success" ) "will be team­
taught ... Elective courses in women's 
literary tradition, the study and writing of 
feminist criticism, major figures, and creative 
writing will build on the core-course and antici­
pate the work and concerns of the Visiting Fa­
culty." (The Visiting Faculty for 1976-77 in­
cludes Sally Daniels, Denise Levertov, Audre 
Larde, Kate Millett, and Robin Morgan.) Also 
mentioned are writing workshops, tutorials, 
and independent study projects in the produc­
tion of cassette and video-tape. 
Although "a whole year's immersion in the 
program" is recommended (cost: $2900 for all 
tuition, fees, and noon meal five days a week), 
students may arrange to attend one or more of 
the five six-week modules (tuition is $600 per 
module). "Minimal financial aid is available." 
· For more information about the program, write 
or call: The Women's Writers' Center, Williams 
Hall, Cazenovia College, Cazenovia, NY 
13035. (Phone: (315) 655-3466, extension 
138). 
If art is " the monument a culture builds to its 
lifestyle," the Women's Writers' Center urges, 
as a beginning step for women artists today, 
the re-discovery of " the most ignored of all 
art.'' That is women's art, "the art of humble 
powerlessness-the pillow in careful crewel, 
the rug painstakingly hooked. There have al­
ways been women artists; monuments to their 




The girl two apartments down 
Lived with a motorcyclist. 
She's 18, pregnant 6 months 
And he's been gone 4. 
P~ter went progressively nuts. 
First, acted only oddly; little things. 
Se~ond, started tacking up proclamations ala Luther. 
Third, busted out all his windows with a chair. 
F~urth, ran naked through the restaurant where he worked 
Fifth, wrote us from the hospital. · 
Very nervous handwriting. 
METAPHORS: This fellow's mind's in the gutter. 
Poems reveal the people 
Thoughts solemn and innermost. 
"A soul laid forth on a cutting board." 
A poem's also a good shit. 
It takes a while 
To accrue the material 
But when you finally can't contain it 
You dump it. 
HOW TO KILL A FLY 
You wait 
Until he rubs his legs together 
Front or behind 
Ones. 




with his nose like 
an eraser twitching 
branches coming down 
on the moss wind 
chimes apple 
wind running 
in the leaves 
November is the 
color of dead 
leaves in this 
wind he thinks 
they're bi'rds 
DREAM 
i find more notebooks 
that i ought to send 
someone a phono 
graph with a record 
on it that's not 
mine but all the 
windows are locked 
i drawn the blinds 
i'm afraid to sit 
downstairs or walk 
around in the brown 
room after who 
said that on account 
of the poems he'd be 
out to kill me 
EIGHT MONTHS AFTER 
the blood's painted over 
most of the mines in 
my nightmares 
are gone 
sometimes i step on 
something ragged 
- in the streets 
but there's no more 
watching for headlights, 
thinking of the 
gun in the smooth 
box thinking 
of that woman 
I sleep well now 
it's what I want 
to do most 
SUNDAY HOLIDAY BLUES 







only the small 
things are easy 
white kittens 
curled into 
my leg furry 
snails 





School is like 
a big truck 
with balloon tires 
coming 
across the center line 
and me 
as in a dream 
not being able to move. 
A
WINTER AFTERNOON 
 boy yells 
Tires squeal 
The furnace kicks on 
A fern grows 
Wild 
As the snow melts. 
DAY 
The Day rises­
Phlegm in the 
Throat of a rooster 
Crowing at dusk 
Coughs twice and 
Falls 
A chainsaw cutting 
Into the trunk 
Of a young pine 





Minnie smoked her briarwood pipe 
Hl:'nched ~n the floor by our kitchen stove 
With her wide skirt tucked beneath her. 
"It's only Minnie," my parents said. 
And every day she made her rounds 
Walking through town in her one old dress 
Begging here or there a crust of bread· 
So old she seemed no longer flesh and blood 
As her body bent to keep out the cold of the wind. 
Tottered back on uncertain feet to a camp 
Overgrown with weeds and twisted wood. 
Here her tent was filled with clothing 
And decayed food that people gave her. 
And when she died, one hot night in August • 
We realized that she who couldn't speak English 
Was perhaps in the long run wiser that we. 
~bandoned farm yard; 
in the arms of the windmill 
a faint slow stirring. 
Frozen prairie breeze 
steals, at least, the bluejays cry; 
end of winter day. 
PORTRAIT OF A SETTLER 
Alfred-his name rings like a bell, 
who ~as a cockney out of London 
(English stock, Irish blood). 
In the wheatwarm wind he grew into a tall man 
handsome, with a touch of elegance. ' 
Took a homestead in north Saskatchewan 
beyond the crooked shadows of poplars 
beyond the lakes of blue-stars ' 
in the shallows of the long gra~s country. 
He found a land unwalked, silent, 
touched with wild flowers. 
~arm clods crumbled beneath the thrust 
of h!s plough, and pride was the far pole 
of his manhood buried deep in roots 
that hungered for the soil. 
· He picked a teacher in the marriage round 
an English girl. Their home, a hand-hewn sh~ck 
w!th floors of ,solid earth. They threaded trees 
with laughters song. Their breath caught together 
to lean against the sky. 
YOU 
·BEING 
A few weeks ago, I made a commitment to 
write an article about what it's like to go 
through life being disabled. Actually I think it is 
an absurd topic because the people I'm talking 
to won't be reading this article. 
I've only experienced life for 23 years so I 
still have much to learn. However, I can sum 
up in a nutshell what it's like being disabled: it's 
very inconvenient. If it takes the average per­
son an hour to get out of bed, get dressed and 
groomed, grab a cup of coffee and leave the 
house, it takes me two hours. My brain wants 
to go at a faster pace, but my spastic cerebral 
palsied limbs say "no." When I visit my Mom's 
house, I won't even make myself a cup of cof­
fee. Why? Because my limbs agree to make 
the coffee, but they're also determined to spill 
some. In my own kitchen, it's no big deal. I just 
grab a rag and wipe it up. Another example of 
inconvenience is doing written homework. The 
average student can whip it down in 30 mi­
nutes to an hour. Me? It takes 90 minutes to 2 
hours to type the same assignment. Now are 
you getting the picture of what I mean by "in­
convenience." 
Before I proceed any further, let me add that 
I can only share how I perceive my disability. 
Other disabled individuals probably have very 
different feelings. Which is another reason that 
I question the purpose of this article. One dis­
abled person cannot speak for all disabled 
people. 
Now I'm going to write about being hand­
icapped. There is quite a bit more to be said 
about that. What makes me handicapped? 
You. The everyday "normal" people who con­
stitute the society that we live in. A pretty 
"heavy" accusation, huh? Well, I agree, but I 
have enough experience to back me up. Read 
this article and let the words speak for them­
selves. 
On various occasions I have seen adults 
smack children, pinch children, punish children 
for staring at me at stores and in restaurants. 
Yet, just a few weeks ago I went to Frisch's 
with a man I had been casually seeing. We 
were greeted by at least twenty adults, forty 
eyes staring at me/us as if I had green hair and 
purple teeth. It has been ages since I've felt 
that handicapped! That intimidated by you • 
"normal" characters who are determined to 
make my disability into a handicap. Oh, yes, I 
wanted to stare right back at you but I'm too 
polite. I noticed some obese old women star­
ing. Whoever they are, it's time they learned to 
comb their hair and clean themselves up a lit­
tie. And those puny, ugly waitresses that 
stared. I wondered how they had the nerve to 
stare at me. I kept my eyes on my fish 
sandwich. Do I sound angry? I am angry! I 
freshly remember how nervous I felt, almost to 
the point of being dizzy. Because of my disabil­
ity? No! Because of the prejudices I still face in 
19n! I'm not a second rate citizen; I'm not a 
freak. Before you stare at a disabled person, 
think twice. Maybe I offend you, but it is possi­
ble that you gross me out, too! Maybe you 
have spinach between your teeth; maybe I 
don't like the way you dress. 
In my 23 years of living, I have never had a 
real date. It's your fault society! Oh, I've had 
men interested in me; I've had "dates" where 
we watch television in the dormitory, and now 
that I have my own apartment, I entertain a lot 
at home. Thrillsville! We do things like watch 
TV, drink pop and/or coffee. For a real exciting 
day, we may go for a drive. Can I blame my 
"dates" for not taking me to a theatre or a 
nightclub or fancy restaurant? Heck no! It's an 
awkward feeling being stared at, and I've been 
facing it for 23 years; I can imagine how a 
novice feels. 
I was "sweet-sixteen" plus four before I got 
my "first kiss." Perhaps it would have come 
sooner had I not been conditioned to view my­
self as inferior to my able-bodied "sisters" (not 
blood sisters~just average American girls). I 
felt that my impaired speech, poor coordination 
and balance made me undesirable. I never 
talked to boys in high school and the subject 
was never discussed at home. I was led to 
believe that "pretty" and "crippled" just didn't 
belong together. In 1966, I went to Cincinnati 
to see the Beatles. I was only twelve years old, 
but in the motel restaurant a lady whom I had 
never seen before approached me and said, 
"You're too pretty to be in that condition." That 
was the first time it happened, but certainly not 
the last. Up until I left Columbus and started 
college, I heard the statement, "you're so 
pretty it's a shame you have to be all crippled 
up." over and over from well meaning 
neighbors and friends, from busy-bodies at the 
malls, from taxi drivers. 
Thus, when I came to Wright State I had a 
very negative self concept. It took more than 
two years of counseling to get my confidence 
built up, not just socially, but in every way. I 
never touched a stove until I was 21, for exam­
ple. Was it my cerebral palsy that held me 
back? No! It was the administrators who ran 
the public schools I attended. I wanted to take 
cooking very badly in high school, but the prin­
cipal did not want to risk my getting burned. 
Mom was also overprotective so I didn't get 
experience at home. So many people saying 
"No you can't! No you can't!" that I began to 
accept it. (It was quite a switch to come to 
Wright State and hear someone say, "Yes, you 
can do just about anything you decide to do!") 
When I was finally exposed to a stove, I 
could handle it. I may not be the most graceful 
cook, but I can do the necessary things to pre­
pare a meal. My cerebral palsy wasn't the obs­
tacle. People were, and so it goes ... 
Independence has always been important to 
me, but people thought I was silly to even think 
of living alone and taking care of myself. I used 
to hate the picture of me painted in my head. 
Living at home all my life, depending on my 
family to take care of me, sitting in a little cob­
webbed room writing my autobiography. Re­
cently, when I decided I was definitely ready to 
move into an apartment, I still had people to 
answer to. People who didn't think I could 
handle it. It is one dream that came true, de­
spite discouragement from others. 
Busing has been an issue for so long. I was 
"cabbed," unnecessarily, I might add, to high 
school 12 miles from where I lived. The school 
board decided that was where all the crips 
would go, mainly because it had the only prin­
cipal who agreed to start the program of integ­
rating "severely" disabled students. My mother 
visited every school closer to home, including 
my neighborhood school. The principals didn't 
want the responsibility of me and beside! "the 
school on the other side of town has all classes 
on the first floor." "Bull" was my reaction then 
and "bull" is my reaction now. Two out of three 
years at that divine high school I had to walk 
upstairs everyday for class! It makes even less 
sense to me now than it did then. Did my disa­
bility prevent me from climbing the stairs to a 
school nearer to my house? Nol The system, 
the Columbus school board prevented me 
from climbing those steps! 
Sure, I encounter more discrete man-made 
obstacles and prejudices. There are still many 
department stores with aisles too narrow for 
wheel chairs. Often I squeeze through, but 
sometimes it's impossible. If I need something 
badly enough, I'll park my wheelchair and walk 
to get the product. A couple of years ago, my 
sister and I were shopping in a Columbus mall. 
We were going into the Hallmark Shop, but the 
head cashier told us that I could not come in 
the store because I would interfere with other 
shoppers. We were shocked and angry. Con­
sidering both of us are quick to anger, the 
woman was lucky that we were too startled to 
speak! 
There are also things such as street curbs to 
contend with. I guess there are committees 
working to change these man-made barriers. 
Yet I find going to the grocery in my chair 
somewhat dangerous. I must cross streets at 
driveways rather than at lights. I know there 
are restaurants and other "public" places with 
steps. I use my walker or a friend's arm so I 
really wasn't aware until the incident at 
Frisch's. I became conscious then that the 
aisle was narrow and that I had just climbed 
two steps. Who knows, I could have been the 
first crip to ever go in1here. 
Now that I've shared some past experi­
ences, some past and present feelings, let me 
give a glance at some of my fears for the fu­
ture. In one year, December 1977, I will have 
my degree: I will be a graduate of Wright State 
University. I will be seeking employment, a dif­
ficult task for anyone today. However, I expect 
that you will make it even more difficult for me. 
I am scared. How many employers are going 
to turn me away? How many will 
think . . . "but you're too handicapped?" 
Probably there will be many. I'll get a job, but it 
won't come easy, and it may not come soon. 
My question now is "Is it tny cerebral palsy, my 
speech impediment, that will make finding a 
job such a tedious task?" My answer is, "No , 
my disability won't prevent me from contribut­
ing to society and earning a living. Still, you, 
society-your attitudes, stereotypes and nar­
rowmindedness, will attempt to stand in my 
way." But my determination will stifle your at­
tempt. 
by Marsha Gross 
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VELVA G· HINKLE 
I drearr;,eed, last night, you left me 
enticed you, seduced you, proficiently 
what I refused 
to laden you with 
Competition unnerves me. you know 
(I told you that once when 
. your jealousy seeped out)




And that tor which I compete 
reduced 
to nothing more than 
barter. 
R 
Scan the faces strip off the skin 
make them you 
ripp off the well-styled coiffures 
make them all black 
waving in your tornado left behind. 
Slam, barn, crash! 
Superman 
thank-you-ma'm. 
Rationalize the rancor restrained 
yet 
rising 
rhythm an' rhyme, rhythm an' rhyme 
Rage reverberating 
rhythm an' rhyme 
Reach, engrasp raison d'etre 
Your Rorschach scared us all 
rhythm an' rhyme 
Roll the rock, rolJ the rock 
roll the rock away 
Sieze revolvers, shoot the hand 
This wa this wa ! 
BROWN STREET BURLESQUE 
"Amate':Jr Strip Tease Sunday Night" 
Something _about all the poetry 
moving around in that line . . . 
Maybe it's only the hollow clanging of the 
dryers 
as the street girls shrink 
Saturday night hip-huggers again 
Or the whirr-bang whirr-bang of 
twenty-five washers 
str~ining desperately to cleanse 
their contents 
Maybe it's because I want to crawl in 
one 
with lots of hot-water Cheer 
and a gallon jug of Downey 
Maybe it's the carry-me-back-to­
old-Virgini-wails 
:5eeping through the cracks 
in the walls 
Or the once-upon-a-time hope-long­
gone-look 
from the shoeless old man 
cussing his way past the window 
Maybe it's only mid-winter-1-been-here­
too-~amn-long-blues 
making me watch the line lengthen by 
the pay-to-get-outa-here-phone 
And wish I oould piggy-back through the 
door to somewhere 
on the shoulders of the 
no U-tum str-eet sign. 
R·L·METCALF----------. 
Noticeable standouts 
in a crowd of farmers 
who are apathetically standing around 
or sitting in lawn chairs 
looking as if this parade isn't 
the biggest annual event 
in this tiny town including Christmas­
you and me. 
My dad points out, 
"See that old guy on the platform up there 
making a grand fool of himself? That's your 
cousin, one of the Beckers, on your mother's side." 
(I am interested. So this is one of the Beckers, 
as in my mother's frequent scoldings when I 
was a child: "Get your hands out of that 
fish bowl! You act like a Becker!") 
Denny-a friend of yours-hasn't deserted us yet, 
although we are acting silly 
and he's being embarrassed by 
and endless stream of loud relatives 
("Hey, look at these girls he's with! Why, 
I can remember when you were only 
so high, 
and wouldn't have a thing to do . 
with girls, ha ha ha ha . . . " and so on, 
as loud relatives go). 
He's quite good-natured, 
doesn't blush a bit. 
You attract venomous stares 
as you grandly announce: 
"CANAAN, INDIANA-HOME OF THE LAWN CHAIR" 
Dadburn snooty city girls. STO 
WA by Marilyn Luttenherger 
"We interrupt this regularly scheduled pro­
gram to bring you this bulletin from the National 
Weather Bureau. A severe thunderstorm with 
winds from ten to fifteen knots is moving into 
the immediate vicinity from the N-NE. The 
Bureau expects the storm to arrive within the 
next hour to hour and a half. All residents 
should find shelter and take cover. We 
repeat-a severe thunderstorm is headed this 
way. All residents should seek cover. Stay 
tuned to this station for additional information. 
And now-back to our regularly scheduled 
program." 
Krezia sat in the Bellingham State University 
Library staring out the window at the raging 
sea. Unable to concentrate on the Philosophy 
readings she had to do for class next week. 
It is possible to control a given situ­
ation by simply putting the resolu­
tion above all else. This can be ac­
complished either consciously or 
subconsciously. 
She had been sitting there for more than an 
hour, reading this paragraph over and over, 
and she still didn't understand what it said. Her 
frustration was mounting. It was 4 :30. Her 
mind felt thick. She had to make herself read 
this chapter. If she didn't get it done this after­
noon, she wouldn't have another chance, 
since she had to work this weekend. She 
stared at the page, the words swam. Damn! 
Someone across the library dropped a book, 
a giggle rang through the room causing Krezia 
to lose her place in the readings. She sup­
pressed an urge to scream. Shut up! she thought. 
Clenching her fists until the nails broke into the 
flesh of her palms, Krezia pressed her fists to 
her temples and hoped a book would fall onto 
the foot of that fool who dropped that book and 
made her lose her place. Then a shrill, almost 
inaudible 'ouch' came from behind the shelves. 
Suddenly it was quiet. Krezia grinned, maybe 
that fool did drop a book on his foot. Good. She 
hoped it hurt. She turned her eyes back to the 
readings, forcing herself to concentrate. 
The trees were whipping back and forth with 
a frightening force. The sea seemed to take on 
an unnatural temerity, trying with all its might to 
destroy itself. As Krezia looked out the window 
again, the wind caught a wayward sea gull and 
slammed it against the sheer face of the cliff, 
killing it with practiced skill. Krezia stared, fas­
cinated by the murder of the bird, frightened by 
the ease with which the wind continued to blow 
without a moment's mourning for the death of 
the gull. She became full of thoughts, thoughts 
of the prospect of murder without guilt. Oh, to 
be like the wind, free and full of guiltless re­
venge. 
The waves moved in and pulled the dead 
bird out to sea. Krezia felt surprizing amuse­
ment. Each pulsation drew the lifeless figure 
farther out into the sea, like an echo of the 
heartbeat of the bird. The sea became a cold, 
wet grave. 
Out in the bay a small pleasure craft was 
trying to make its way back to shore. The radio 
was crackling. Between power shorts and the 
roar of the rising wind, the owner of the craft 
was only able to make out parts of the Weather 
Bureau's storm warning: Looking skyward, he 
hoped he'd make it back to shore before the 
storm broke. The storm had seemed to rise out 
of nowhere. After an otherwise brilliantly sun­
spattered day, this sudden storm was totally 
unexpected. -The wind, rising to twelve . knots. tossed the small boat back and forth among the choppy 
waves. Out loud the boater prayed, 'If there's a 
god in heaven, please let him help me now.' 
As the prayer was being uttered, Krezia 
looked out the window of the library. Her eye 
caught sight of the boat being tossed around 
by the waves. 'Stupid idiot, he should have 
known, anyone out there at this time of year, in 
this weather deseNes to be killed.' What if I 
were God? I could look down on that boat and 
make a decree. 'Because of your stupidity, it is 
my wish that the wind and the waves together 
should end your life. As the wind slammed the 
gull against the cliff, so shall your life be ended. 
Krezia smiled to herself. In her mind's eye 
she could see pieces of the boat bobbing in the 
choppy waters. And the man, floating face 
pown close to the cliff, rhythmically colliding 
with the cold rock. 
Something in the sound of the wind whistling 
through the cracks in the windows irritated 
Krezia. The constant, insistent whining. Shut 
up! 'Damn' she thought, 'I'm never going to get 
tbis reading done if I don't have some QUIET! 
She stuck her fingers in her ears and wished 
she had a piece of gum. 
The wind groaned, 'Be quiet, and let me 
concentrate. I need to study.' Her grip on her 
head became tighter and tighter. 'Quiet, 
quiet . . . need to concentrate . . . let me 
study . . . quiet! QUIET! 
Outside the wind was dying down. The sea 
became calmer, mirroring the setting sun in its 
almost glass-like surface. Across the bay were 
pieces of splintered wood, bobbing up and 
down in the sea. And at the base of the cliff, 
floating face down was a man, the waves 
rhythmically beating him against the cold rock. 
Up in the library, Krezia was finishing her 
readings. Closing the book. she looked out the 
window at the sunset and smiled. 
-DON SHANLEY-----------
Mayday Ho Chi Minh City 
& i'm sitting in the Principal's Office 
Mendocino High School thinking about 
frozen pizzas & color T. v. sets 
walking down Ao Dai's flowered streets 
!he_Prf:>Visional Revolutionary Government 
is drrn~1~g Coca-Cola & another cycle begins: 
Advertising becomes so sophisticated 
labels disappear Four warehouses 
full of routed derelict Aunt Jemima 
b~come simply-"FLOUR" 
Billboards proclaiming Mobil 
Shell Exxon replaced with lean faced General Giap Father Ho 
but the price the price climbs always 
the price climbs & later 
there will be more talk 
about t~e certainty the scientific certainty 
of the di~appea_rance of the capitalist economy 
as M~rine helicopters disgorge " refugees" 
~oudrmng the loss of moats & private French schools 
into eserted Los Angeles motels 
But there are no more 
SQUARE DEALS 
the lady in the stationary store 
she says SQ~ARE QEALS are no longer available 
taD!~~niEtLst came i~ over there on the shelf down low 
not mentioned on the cover inside only 
VERNON ROYAL, INC. 
Elizabeth, New Jersey 01208 
plain wide r~led college ruled 




" · · · should you decide, as I trust you will , to go with us 
you have my a_ssurance of continued assistance in the o~t­
s~ttlement period and that we will respond with full fore~ 
s ould the settlement be violated by North Vietnam " 
"Dear Mr. Shanley: 
Mr. Haldeman asked that I thank you for your letter 
opf M~drch 22, 1971 and enclosed correspondence to the
resI ent. 
He appreciates your 
(as hundred dollar bills 
are changed for yogurt, chives 











evolutionary canning (sardines sealed in saltless oils 
<?aught by skipping stone keys shaped 
hke boomerangs across sludge filled 
. seas) 
Billboard self-criticism (" . . . your attention please 
. your attention please 
all residents of the 1213 14 151617 
& _18 ~undred_ block~ of Parker Blake & Dwight 
will bn~g all night so1r deposits-human excrement 
dog shit & animal bodies-to your cadre's composter 
between zero seven hundred & zero nine hundred Mondays 
THINK ABOUT YOUR SHIT! 
Compostables will not be hoarded at the family level) 
but already it is time to return 
to planting Columbine & Foxgloves 
to business of the instant: 
The door opens 
. . The principal enters never like 
to worry no siree kills ya early shouldn't worry take things 
as they come. 
COOLY 
an extra chair 
& we sit & talk 
TTER OF TASTE 
by Betty Crumrine 
It's funny how you know when a relationship 
is ending. Sometimes, it's as simple as a look 
or a word. With Patrick 1t was the fact that he 
stepped on a crack not once but twice while we 
were walking to school. And I knew. 
Patrick is a precise person and one thing he 
would never do is take a chance on breaking 
his mother's back. He believes tn the signifi­
cance of that kind of stuff. I can still see the 
way his foot came down in its well-heeled tan 
loafer. Step, step. crunch. 
For a moment I thought he was going to cry 
out and then. the second time it happened, he 
got this line of pain around his mouth and I 
knew. And I thought with great distinctness, it's 
over. And an ache like the movement of a tad­
pole's tail crossed my heart. I longed to come 
to a complete stop, to scream. to cry, but Pat­
rick does not like heavy scenes. so we both 
went on walking and I thought: "This should be 
a day with snow on the ground and slush run­
ning into the gutters." Instead, it was a day in 
April with lilac thick upon the air. 
By the time we got to the fork 1n the sidewalk 
where we both go to separate classes, I could 
feel the prick of tears behind my eyes and I 
looked past his left shoulder instead of into 
those hazel eyes that had seen me dress and 
undress every night for the last three months. I 
could be a maker of signs. too. Puzzlement 
quirked his mouth when he bent to kiss me and 
his lips barely grazed my cheek. I watched him 
leave, a sudden spring in his steps telling me 
he couldn't get away fast enough and I knew 
then I was going to cry. 
I made a dash for the ladies' toilet and ignor­
ing the stare of a girl in a yellow pullover and 
jeans, I flung myself into a cubicle and bawled. 
I hadn't had a good cry like that since way 
before I met Patrick, back before I learned to 
control my emotions. " Civilized people do not 
go into histrionics," he liked to say smoothing 
his face into one of his "serious, I am going to 
say something profound" looks. And I would 
nod my head absorbing his wisdom just the 
way I'd done that first night I ever met him. 
That was way back when I was living with 
Donald. We were giving a party in our two­
room apartment. It was a good party. I knew 
because we had graduated from cheap Chianti 
to Donald's homemade peach wine; I swirled 
mine around in the Sanka jar I was drinking out 
of and let the warm fruitiness of it blot out the 
odor of sweat and cigarettes. I felt good. I felt 
like getting out my copy of "The Waste Land" 
and reading it to my friends; that's another 
reason I knew it was a good party: I only read 
Eliot when I'm smashed. 
I made a movement towards the bookcase and 
then, I checked myself. Books were a sore sub­
ject between Donald and me at the moment. I 
didn't want to remind him of what had hap­
pened this morning when I flung my eighteen 
century literature book at him and knocked one 
of his precious cocoons off the window sill. I 
flinched as a sudden image of him diving for it 
flew across my mind. 
Normally, living with Donald is like living with 
a dark-haired. dark-eyed, amicable giant. Not 
so this morning. "Maggie, you're dead," he yel­
led as he sprang out of his chair and zoomed 
over to where the oocoon had landed. I froze 
wondering if it was the cocoon of that white 
mountain butterfly he'd been carting around for 
over a year. It was. He held it up with a gentle 
hand, placed 1t tenderly back in ,ts place, then 
turned on me with a look of fury in his brown 
eyes. He went into a tirade. t caught the words 
chrysalis and metamorphosis and then, I 
wished myself a million miles away on some 
island with a strange sounding name where 
the natives had never heard of butterflies or 
biology majors. 
Things still weren't right between us and thRt 
bothered me. Donald and I had been a team 
for a long time, but I wondered if the magic that 
held us together was dissolving. Maybe. But 
relationships are hard to come by and I wasn't 
ready to let this one go. 
I stepped over a couple of bodies on the 
floor and moved towards Donald. I wanted to 
lay my mouth against his ear and tell him I was 
sorry about his cocoon, and then, I hoped he 
might grin at me in the old, familiar way. 
He had flipped our big, double bed down 
from the wall and some guy in a striped polo 
shirt and levis had passed out upon it. His 
girlfriend, a small-boned girl with frizzy hair and 
a Dinah Shore overbite was explaining her 
technique for ending his snoring. "You just wait 
and when I click my tongue, he'll turn over on 
his side and close his mouth." Donald arched a 
bushy eyebrow and just as the girl screwed up 
her mouth and clicked two times, the door 
opened and my friend Buffy walked in with this 
absolutely gorgeous hunk of male. 
I dropped my jar of wine. I couldn't help it. I'd 
never seen anyone who looked like Patrick. It 
wasn't just the way he stood there with the 
cockiness of a Beau Bridges; and it wasn't all 
that hair, the color of wheat dancing in the wind 
that caught my attention; it was more the way a 
mantle of blonde goldness seemed to sur­
round him. He reminded me of sunsets on the 
Pacific Ocean and I wanted him. 
Buffy puffed her way towards me with the 
satisfied smile of a cat eating tuna. She's forty 
pounds overweight with a Madonna face and 
madly in love with a philosophy teacher at the 
college with three kids. He loves her too, but 
can't get away on weekends, so I was used to 
Buffy dragging all kinds of people to our par­
ties, but her selection this time made me want 
to do a cartwheel off the ceiling. 
" Hey Mag, I want you to meet Patrick Nel­
son," The amusement in her voice told me she 
had already seen my reaction to her escort. 
And I could tell by the curve of her mouth that 
she was holding back a laugh. 
I stared at him drinking in all those golden 
attributes. " Mag, say hello," Buffy prompted, 
but I was too busy devouring Patrick's face 
with all its magnificent planes and hollows to 
hear her. In my mind, I was already tracing 
them with my fingertips. 
She elbowed me and I squeaked. "Hello, I'm 
Maggie Marlow." He smiled at me then 
blended into the crowd with Buffy. 
Lust is an awful master. I tried. I wandered 
over and sat down on the bed next to Donald 
and I fought all my primeval impulses. He even 
winked at me and I knew our fight was forgot­
ten, but it didn't help a bit. I couldn't keep my 
eyes off of Buffy's friend. He wasn't meshing 
too well. Buffy was trying to convince some 
guy with a beard that Immanuel Kant was not a 
weirdo and when the fella let out a war whoop 
and said: " It's for sure he ain't no Nietzsche," I 
saw Patrick blanch and move towards the 
bath room. 
I could hear him being sick. Well, I did what 
any good hostess would do: I peeked in to see 
if there was anything I could do for him. I also 
wanted to make sure he didn't step on Gerald. 
Gerald is Donald's pet rat. He's a nice, fat: 
alley rat and I'm fond of him. 
Patrick brought his beautiful blonde head out 
of the toilet bowl and stared at me. The sight 
of so many people indulging in such a Bacchic 
orgy revolts me," he said. I found out later he 
was a classics major. That's the way they talk. 
About every third or fourth sentence is an ut­
terance. 
As if the thought was too much for him, he 
was sick again. I was looking nervously around 
for Gerald, but I dfdn't see him anywhere. The 
golden head emerged again. "You got any Lis­
teri ne?" 
I studied him in despair. "Uh, no, but I think 
there's some cinnamon-flavored stuff down 
here." Damn that Donald-why couldn't he 
buy antiseptic like everyone else? I hiked up 
my skirt and bent down to look beneath the 
sink; Patrick ambled over and knelt down next 
to me. I f lipped open the cabinet door and 
there was Gerald . Patrick gagged and laid 
down on the rug . I coaxed Gerald onto my 
hand, slapped him back into his cage, ex­
tracted the mouthwash , and s lammed the 
cabinet door with a bang. 
Patrick gazed at me with a soulful look in his 
hazel eyes. "You mean this is the way you 
live?" 
"Well, uh, yeah," I said, handing him the 
mouthwash and seeing him eye Donald's 
shaving gear cluttering up the sink. 
"With that big guy in there?" he asked pour­
ing mouthwash into the cap. He motioned with 
his eyes for me to look away so I moved over, 
banged the toilet lid down and perched on its 
edge. 
" That's Donald," I said. I could hear him 
swishing his mouth and I could smell cinna­
mon. I waited. I waited for fate to reach out and 
touch my life. 
And it did. Patrick padded over to where I 
was sitting and cradled my hands in his own. I 
stared in fascination at the thick, gold hair on 
his arms. "You shouldn't be feeding a rat with 
fingers like these," he said stroking them lightly 
and staring at me. I felt fire and ice and I could 
feel my heart hammering against my ribs. 
" You 've got terrif ic cheekbones ," he an­
nounced after a moment, " you've got the 
cheekbones of a princess," and when he tilted 
my chin with his well-shaped fingers I knew it 
was all over for Donald. 
That night after everyone left, I threw Donald 
out. Out went his Johnny Cash records, out 
went his Playboy magazines, out went his bot­
tles of peach wine. And finally I marched into 
the bathroom and got Gerald. 
Donald took it with his customary grace. 
" You have really flipped your l id over that 
horse's ass," he said cramming his junk into a 
shopping bag. And then, he shot me a bitter 
l 
look. "When I think of all the hamburgers I've 
wasted on you . . . " 
I observed him from the height of my new­
found wisdom. "Really, Donald, your earthi­
ness is appalling. You should take a classics 
course now and then. All those science 
courses are ruining your brain." 
"I damn well bet he won't be getting up at no 
two a.m to run out and get you an Arby's," he 
flung at me. I bit my lip and swept over to the 
door where I dangled Gerald before him. 
"Take Gerald and go. And Donald, if I may 
quote Millay: 'I find this frenzy insufficient 
reason/For conversation when we meet again.' " 
He snatched Gerald from my hand and 
stomped through the door. 
The next day Patrick moved in with his set of 
Great Books. his Bach tapes, and a Waterpik. 
He became my bible. "We must strive for purity 
in all things," he liked to say, so I quit wearing 
makup, threw away my bra, and took the 
streaks out of my hair. And when I saw him 
eyeing the t.v. with an expression of pain, I 
took the little one I'd won in a crossword puzzle 
contest and hid it in the closet. And when he 
complained about the wild purple walls in the 
apartment, I dashed down to Sherwin Wil­
liams, bought some lovely while paint and 
painted those walls right out of existence. I 
even let my subscription to Reader's Digest 
elapse. "Too bourgeois," Patrick said. 
"Nothing in excess" described Patrick 
exactly. We even had sex in moderation. Every 
Friday night promptly at nine we made love on 
clean white sheets smelling faintly of bleach. 
I'd had to shelf those splashy hot pink ones 
that Donald had really adored. 
It's true that there were other times during 
the week when I yearned to touch that tanned 
golden body but I stifled those impulses after 
the first time. Even now, I blushed recalling 
how I had run my finger along the back of Pat­
rick's neck one Wednesday night at ten 
o'clock. He grimaced and jerked his head 
away with a tortured light in his hazel eyes. 
Then he fastened them upon me with sadness 
and said: "Don't you realize gluttony is one of 
the seven deadly sins?" 
But I learned. So when Patrick said: "Filth 
has no place in a temple," I knew what was 
expected of me. I threw out Portnoy's Com­
plaint and Erica Jong's Fear of Flying. And I 
hid The Joy of Sex in a shoebox in a dark 
corner of the closet. 
Donald was right about one thing. Patrick 
didn't run out and get me an Arby's at two in 
the morning or at any other time. He was a 
vegetarian . It was a whole new world for me. 
The smell of homemade wheat bread sent him 
into rapture and when I started shucking the 
peanuts and blending him his own natural 
peanut butter he rewarded me with a chaste 
kiss. When I realized it was only Thursday, no­
thing could stop me. I became a dynamo pre­
paring casseroles reeking with spinach and 
wheat germ; and several times a day I cracked 
sunflower seeds and placed them between his 
lips with infinite care; I kept them in a cannister 
on the stove, always ready, always handy. No­
thing was too much trouble for Patrick. I was so 
busy taking care of him, I started failing my 
courses. 
But I didn't care. "There'll always be another 
English course," I remarked to Buffy when I 
saw her at the laundromat "but there'll never 
be another Patrick." 
"I know," she said and gave me a look I 
couldn't quite figure out. 
Then came that moment of complete fulfill­
ment in our relationship: ore night while sitting 
at his feet discussing the ecstasy of self-dernal, 
I announced my dec1s•c-n to become a ·1ege-
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did I give up meat, I gave up chicken and sea­
food too. But it was all worth it I decided when 
Patrick patted my shoulder and said, "After 
great sacrifice, great triumph." 
The days passed in a granola flavored haze 
and I knew I should be happy, but this nagging 
sense of unrest began to grow in me. I sup­
pose it had something to do with my night­
mares. I dreamed of flakey, white lobster ooz­
ing with butter, of medium rare steaks 
smothered in mushrooms, of spareribs drip­
ping with barbecue sauce. One night I even 
dreamed that Gerald knocked on my window 
with a slab of roast beef in his tiny grey paws. 
Its meaty fragrance lured me from the bed, 
away from Patrick's warm side and over to the 
window. I kissed Gerald's cheek and the smell 
of that juicy morsel in his paws penetrated my 
every pore. Gerald held it towards me and I 
cupped it in both hands savoring it and just as I 
went to take a bite, it turned into a stalk of 
celery. 
I was depressed for a whole day about that 
incident. I told myself I needed more willpower. 
That I could whip the longing for meat if I tried. 
But three days later, I awoke with a corner of 
the bed sheet in my mouth. It tasted just like 
chicken. When I realized it wasn't, I felt tears 
wet upon my cheeks. 
Patrick shook his head and said: " You've got 
to learn to wrestle with the flesh.'' so I quit 
drinking beer and wine, threw away my cigar­
ettes and tried to conquer my hatred for yogurt. 
I lost ten pounds and felt awful. 
Even Buffy noticed it when she came by one 
day while Patrick was gone. Her mouth fell 
open at my appearance. "Here," I handed her 
alfalfa tea in a nice white cup. 
She eyed me as if I'd suddenly grown three 
heads."My God, is this really you? Where's 
those little jars you used to have when Donald 
and you were together?" 
"Oh, I threw those out." I said, "but speaking 
of Donald, how's he doing?" I'd been thinking 
alot about Donald lately ever since I'd disco­
vered three of his cocoons still on the window 
sill. 
"He's okay. Still working at the Tasty Bite 
and getting his head together over what you 
did to him." She took a swig of tea and 
frowned. 
"Is he still living alone?" My heart missed a 
beat while I waited for her answer. 
Her eyes searched my face like she was a 
metal detector looking for old coins. " Yeah, I 
think he misses you." 
Suddenly, I felt wonderful. I dumped the 
herb tea out, dashed into the bathroom and 
fished around in the toilet tank until I found a 
bottle of peach wine that Donald had left be­
hind. I kept it hid from Patrick. I didn't want him 
to know how easily I fell from grace. 
"Wow, a real celebration," Buffy said when I 
came bouncing back into the kitchen. 
I laughed. "Just like old times, huh?" 
It must have been the wine that made me go 
down to the Tasty Bite with Buffy. Donald wear­
ing a white apron and smelling of hamburger, 
pickles and Jade East sauntered over to our 
booth the minute we sat down. I looked at the 
menu but I could feel his dark eyes lingering on 
my face and body. Then he said with that old, 
remembered charm: "You look like hell! Are 
you still living with that horse's ass?" 
For a moment, I was so happy, the room 
seemed to spin. then I clawed my way back to 
reality. I stared at the coke sign on the wall and 
conjured up an image of Patrick's face. I ig­
nored Donald's question and asked one of my 
own. ·'How's Gerald?·· 
Alive and well. He·s eat,r.g good. I feed il1m 
the hamburgers I usc:d to feed yoi.; " ne be'lt 
tc,w.ards me and ~:md of e:t one c' m,, sroi~' 
he said, and something in his voice made 
my throat tighten with pain. A sudden desire to 
bury my face in his chest and cry swept over 
me. I tightened my fingers on the menu and 
ordered a dish of cottage cheese. I vowed 
never to go near Donald again. 
Oh, I was full of good resolutions after that 
day. I worked harder than ever to please Pat­
rick and if there was a certain desperateness in 
all I did for him, he never seemed to notice. But 
today, he had stepped on those cracks. 
Someone banged on the toilet door. "For 
Gosh Sakes. you camping in there or some­
thing?" I pulled myself together and looked 
down at my watch. I'd missed twenty minutes 
of my first class. What did it matter? I should 
care about Henry James when my heart was 
breaking? I came to a decision: I'd go home 
and make Patrick those stuffed prunes he 
loved, but first I'd go by that health store on the 
other side of the campus and buy him a couple 
of those Halva bars he adored. I'd never 
known him to resist one of those sesame­
seeded wonders. Maybe I'd buy him a half 
dozen and when he came home later, I'd win 
him back. This was spring, the season of be­
ginnings, so why should Patrick and I be end­
ing? 
I tore out of the bathroom, down the steps 
and across the campus. My good intentions 
were lucky stones in my pocket. Then I came 
to a dead stop. Oh, I'd know those long legs 
anywhere: Patrick was sprawled in the grass 
with a red-haired girl with a lovely, classic face. 
He was gazing down at her with that special 
smile he used to give me and his fingers were 
laced with hers in a lover's clasp. I took a 
Kodak slide of them with my mind. And then, I 
slid right into histrionics. 
When I paused for breath, Patrick said, "I'll 
be by for my things." 
I whirled away from them and ran all the way 
home in giant strides. I took the steps two at a 
time. I was so mad I could hardly get my key in 
the lock. And I was a wild woman throwing his 
clothes and books onto the steps. "Aw. Mag­
gie, you're a disappointment to me," Patrick 
said a few minutes later as he bent to pick 
them up. I watched him load them into her red 
Volkswagen and when she gave me a timid 
look from out of her big, blue eyes, I shook my 
fist at her and flew back inside. 
My eyes spotted the canister of sunflower 
seeds and I felt renewed anger as I whipped 
them from the stove and ran over to the win­
dow. "And take your damn seeds," I yelled as 
the Volkswagon spun away from the curb. I 
meant to pitch them after him, but as I strug­
gled with the screen I looked down and saw 
one of Donald's butterflies emerging from its 
cocoon. 
I set the canister down on the floor and 
stared in wonder at this feeble creature on my 
window sill. It was all bent wings and damp 
color and suddenly, I realized if this butterfly 
was having a metamorphosis. then I was hav­
ing an epiphany. And it wasn't just anybody's 
epiphany-it was mine. I was floating around 
somewhere in velvety darkness. weightless 
and free. I wasn't in any hurry. There are no 
trains out here. I knew that whatever I was 
meant to see would come to me and when the 
first fragment came. I put out a hesitant hand 
and just for a second, I caught a glimpse of an 
important truth. I saw that all of life is building 
cocoons to protect the delicate tissues of our 
humanness. In my mind I saw an endless row 
of cocoons all softly furred and in everyone 
there was a caterpillar turning into a butterfly of 
brilliant hue. I caught my breath at the vision of 
a world fi!ied with nothing but sweet-smelling. 
radiant butterfl:es Tr:ay we·e e, ?·y,,.ne e 
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tho. ".""(hl~rr ,~.,~c:: ,.,o .n~ II l'"'('t::,? ~! .-t.orT!IP~ 
out of all those cocoons and I wondered if 
there was a way. But the darkness was abso­
lute. When I looked down at the butterfly in my 
window I saw his wings were hard and he was 
ready to fly. 
So was I. I marched into the kitchen and 
flung all those health foods into the garbage 
can. then I strolled over to the closet and dug 
out an old can of purple paint and I began wip­
ing out those white walls. I was singing as I 
worked and Ifelt terrific. 
When I was done painting, I realized I was 
hungry. I was hungry enough to eat a whale, 
so I hurried into the bathroom and glued on my 
Maybelline eyelashes and slipped in_to m_y 
Fredricks of Hollywood bra with the g1gant1c 
uplift and then, I ran all the way down to the 
Tasty Bite. I'd never felt more like a butterfly. 
I plopped down on a stool and batted my 
long, fakey eyelashes at the man behind the 
counter. " Give me a triple decker hamburger 
with all the trimmings," I said and grinned right 
into Donald's eyes. 
Icould hardly wait to see Gerald. 
WEN LOURIE-----------------, 
COELOCANTH 
I wish I could give lectures 
on dinosaurs 
or to dinosaurs 
I wish I could still collect 
dinosaur bones 
I would picnic by the La Brea tarpits 
but the smell is so unappetizing 
My wife collects little elephants 
It's hard to believe they 
have such good memories 
Seems like shuck, just cause they 
look old and wise 
They must be wiser than dinosaurs 
Although that armoured fish 
they caught near Australia 
long thought to be extinct 
was really stupid 
not to be 
and I respect him for it 
THREE MEMORIES 
1/17/76 
The avocado we shared last night 
was ripe green and tasty 
despite extenuating circumstances 
the intricacies of the dream 
1/20/76 
One by one the light bulbs flash 
and go out Our cabin is cold 
We are moving soon so it withdraws 
from us into its solitude 
of spiders knotty pine and darkness 
2/21 /76 
Fog rolls from the woods 
breaks and spills around our windows 
Pines bend to the valley 
in a ghost dance 
Across the street I hear 
bells from the empty school 
CHARLES EDWARD EATON----. 
VIEWPOINT OF THE PLASTIC SURGEON 
Go deeper, doctor, the soul can say, 
I never never was quite young enough: 
There ~as always someone lovelier implied. 
Having accumulated far too long, 
I want to be emptied from an old sack. 
You are the man who deals in discards-
I will give you a nose, ba~s under t~e eyes, 
And hardly raise a question of receipt. 
It would not do for the plastic surgeon 
To take the state of soul quite literally: 
Who knows what anyone may have in mind? 
He is presented with an old ceramic. 
Not every man can crack an ancie~t egg, 
Yet it is indeed the yolk he deals with , 
The terrible fluidity of self-love-
How can he make so soft a substance firm? 
Once God tried, and now the plastic surgeon, 
Our greatest master of the second chance. 
If his mistakes are rather numerous, 
So were God's, and if he can never reach 
Quite deep eno~gh, no.one nE:ed ever know. 
We will do it again, again, again-
If he can reprove what you were born with, 





hoping twilight comes 
so they may part with flesh 
become theirown. 




though they see 
and whisper 
through the pavement. 
overhead rain 
in slow motion 
falls hard 
onto it's deathbed. 
splattered fragments 
crystal rainbows 




into filth-ladden veins 
underground





morning breeze aviates 
through each limb. 
silence: 
solitude on the main artery 
hushness crashes, hits me; 
birdnoise begins, soon drowned; 
the road roars engines 
that moment 
never again to come 
--




Whatever it is worth, 
this comes from one well known 
for neglecting small things, 
who sometimes is clumsy, 
has an old appetite 
for solving mysteries, 
and hates to sleep alone: 
already I have grown 
to love you, my Belleek 
lady lost in a world 
of the large and gaudy, 
who so sweetly delights 
in keeping mysteries 
and hates to.sleep alone. 
DAN CHEUKA----~
CRY FROM AN INSTITUTION 
Look at me 
as i cry out my shame 
would you care? 
Look at me 
locked up in a room of filth 
naked 
i don't have a chance 
man, look at me 
as i am pinned down for life 
looking innocent like 
would you care? 
i don't have a chance 
to look at life 




after what the state has done to me? 
Look inside me 
can you feel the hurting shame 
the shame of a madman? 
would you care? 




The Christmas tree sheds green needles onto my shoes 
as I look out the window to see if you're coming .. 
!,he yellow-:3treetlight wir.iks back emptily-
its been doing that all night only 
now there'.s an empty beercan underneath it 
and more snow. 
I wish I could stop thinking about your body­
the sexiest thing I've seen all week was 
a naked Indian 
in National Geographic. 
The Bacardi is nearly gone, 
the phone still silent when midnight arrives. 
Drunken neighbors throw firecrackers in the street­
they bang on garbagecans with their fists: 
some celebration. 
I rattle the icecubes in my glass 
· and succumb to the loneliness. 
I knew I couldn't count on you­
but God how I hate to be horny 
on New Years Eve. 
ON A CAMPING TRIP 
blood stung floodlit snow 
the tan buck fell leaping drifts 
i watched him in fear 
stew boiled in a 
tin pot; woodsmoke burned our eyes 
we coughed, and told lies 
fish fractured cold streams 
spotted salmon strangled in 
your net; we scaled them 
my canoe tangoes 
through sleepy ripples; fox-trots 
in the white-water 
star-pierced velvet sky 
no clouds tonight; you move in 
your sleep, i ask why 
I've seen you before. 
In a room somewhere. I'm not sure. 
but I think I remember you. 
It may have been your face that looked out 
of a third story window 
At me as I walked with my hands in my pockets 
Along the wharf; along the steel ship side. 
Do your eyes seek my shadow as I make my way? 
SUSAN CALLAN--------.... 
IN GEORGIA 
An old black man 
forehead creased into oily furrows 
sits splay-legged on weary steps 
knuckling his harmonica. · 
Behind bent wire spectacles 
his yellowed eyes watch a sway-bellied mule 
pick its way through th~ red dust. 
His bare foot finds a clip-clop beat; 
he hoots and moans like a night freight. 
-CHARLES DYMOND-------------. 
SUICIDE 
constantly changing we remain 
the same and different 
days find us older but not 
wiser we foolishly survive 
awaiting the day that will find us 
dead bones 
suicides are just looking 
for a way in they jump 
from ledges and plop 
right into your saturday afternoon 
movie 
the deaths of friends always 
leave us a little 
amazed 
i fear the slow breakdown 
the clouding of the vision 
the expanding silence 
the failing heart and 
stiffening limbs 
the rites of passage are hard 
the dead who have not died 
dance in bars smoke and drink 
at parties go home 
in the arms of new lovers 
wake up in strange beds 
chew their fingernails 
shed their skins 
i am always finding pieces of my friends · 
in cracks on the floor 
blowing down the streets 
once i even met myself 
in front of the third national 
watching women walk by 
with bare arms 
My sadness demands that 
I make every contession. 
I examine your faults 
trying to hate you for anything. 
The way you never softened 
the truth made it too hard to fight. 
I cannot burn your letters, 
put your picture in a drawer. 
Desire hangs 
in my mind like a cobweb 
clouding my vision. 
ETERNITIES 
In the morning, 
I smoke a joint, feed the cat, water the plants. 
The mailman brings more bills, no letters. 
You rise late and pack. 
We do not speak. 
I hear you crying in the bathroom. 
I call a cab. 
The dispatcher tells me it is a very busy morning. 
Reviews by 
-Karla Hammond 
Two Swedish Poets: Gosta Friberg and Goran 
Palm translated by Siv Cedering Fox. New 
Rivers Press, 1974. 48 pp. $1.25 paperback. 
Stanley Kunitz has remarked in passing that 
"the poet as translator lives with a paradox."* 
On one hand. his/her work must not appear to 
be a formal translation. On the other hand, 
translation is not a work of imagination and 
creativity. What it demands is a critical eye and 
an innate sense of idiomatic/colloqutal speech. 
From reading Two Swedish Poets: Gosta 
Friberg and Goran Palm, one can readily as­
sume that Siv Cedering Fox (born in Sweden 
herself) possesses both qualities In the ten 
samples of each man's work here, one has a 
feeling of poetic continuity and composite 
style. Perhaps it is the often universality of 
theme that makes translation so comprehensi­
ble: 
My mother enclosed my completely, 
In the beginning 
Without using her hands 
she made me, simply, beautifully, 
with her body's most sensitive insides 
She made my hearing 
by bending backwards in the dark­
her mouth open, breathing 
She slept deeply 
and turned over on the side 
She took her life with gas 
in a kitchen in Stockholm 
A lonely and bitter woman 
Coal by Audre Larde. W.W. Norton & Com­
pany, Inc., 1976. 70 pp., $7.95 hard cover. 
In a time when sir:niles are being stretched to 
their limit to verbalize the obscurity and com­
plexity of their creator's vision(s), it is refresh­
ing to encounter a poet whose similes are di­
rect, natural and comprehensible. Make no 
mistake though, while Lorde's language dis­
plays a simplicity of style, the meanings are 
many faceted . Note the similes in her title 
poem ("Coal"); 
Some words are open like a diamond 
on glass windows 
singing out within the passing crash of 
sun 
Then there are words like stapled wagers 
in a perforated book,-buy and sign and 
tear apart-
and come whatever wills all chances 
the stub remains 
an ill-pulled tooth with a ragged edge. 
Some words live in my throat 
breeding like adders. Other know sun 
seeking like gypsies over my tongue 
to explode through my lips 
like young sparrows bursting from shell. 
Some words 
bedevil me. 
Love is a word, another kind of open. 
As the diamond comes into a knot of 
flame 
I am Black because I come from the 
earth's inside' 
now take my word for jewel in the open 
light. 
* (A KIND OF ORDER, A KIND OF FOLLY -
Kunitz - Little, Brown and Company, 1975) 
The fluency of "My mother enclosed me com­
pletely" is carried over into "Origin." The sec­
ond poem further explains what happens in the 
first. Motivation is often an intangible factor 
and to be made explicable demands a concern 
for close detail and accurate rendering. That 
Siv Cedering Fox takes great care with lan­
guage is apparent. She has feeling for the 
construction of the poem as well as for content. 
In translating these poems, she captures the 
balance and internal dynamics of speech: 
114 
Why don't the nights have any names? 
Because half of our life, just half 
of our life is not known to us. Not 
to any of us. 
SIESTA 
The fly is walking 
from one of his eyes to his mouth. 
A leaf twitches in the window. 
A familiar laugh comes from the mirror. 
He runs over to it just in time 
to catch a glimpse of his own face. 
One must stand in the ditch 
in order to lift up the lid of the road. 
The wisdom that can be observed, in this 
way, 
is of a foreign kind, 
like a neck seen from the front, 
a toenail's knowledge of the heel. 
In reading through this collection, in no way 
do I feel that translation has been ac­
complished at the expense of original intent or 
harmony. i find Siv Cedering Fox's diction and 
tone convincing; moreover, the speech pat­
terns themselves retain a sense of clarity and 
credibility. 
"Now tak-e my word for jewel in the open 
light"-a calm gesture. an open-handed offer­
ing, yet sharp, clear: the vessel of the poem's 
tension. There is no straining, however, in the 
imagery. The images are primeval and integral 
to the poet's focus. It is significant that for the 
poet who affirms: "I am Black because I come 
from the earth's inside" that the similes have 
earth roots. We begin with the diamond-a 
pure form of carbon of extreme hardness and 
brilliancy. A diamond is a stone of many facets. 
the number of facets well cut directly propor­
tionate to its value. Words by their intensity 
and vividness (color) form an appropriate 
analogy. 
Some words have many meanings, the 
complexity or value of a given word relative to 
the levels of meaning operative. Like 
diamonds, words are prismatic-reflective. But 
words have a greater capacity than stone. In 
Lorde's extended simile, words sing out"w1thin 
the passing crash of sun." In the image of 
"stapled wagers," words assume another di­
mension, become even more concrete. The 
words that live in the poet's throat are en­
dowed with reproductive capacities and breed 
"like adders," small venomous snakes; others 
are free spirits ("gypsies over my tongue") and 
have a will of their own ("to explode through 
my lips"). But these words Larde speaks never 
lose their natural roots ("like young sparrows 
bursting from shell") . In the force they evoke: 
"breed," " explode," "bursting," in the potency 
they possess: "some words/bedevil me," they 
retain their origins. The poet's words, similes, 
transcend her own vision and exist apart as 
"jewel"-hard-edged raw ("an ill-pulled tooth 
with a ragged edge") and raging with a life and 
legend of their own. From this "knot of flame," 
from the passion and elegies of this poet's 
verse each of us can confront and challenge 
our own mortality. In the verse stanzas of 
"Coal" it is as though Larde intended to chart 
the evolution from mineral to human life. And 
because of the poet's control and precision it is 
a very successful evolution. 
While Coal is a book of separate poems, it is 
a book of process which can be appreciated 
most fully in its entirety. Read Coal and I think 
you II agree. Larde will "bedevil" you! 
KATHLEEN CHARNOCK ------. 
BIRD OF PARADISE: THE MISUNDERSTOOD 
for a painting by Man Ray 
a florist would take one look 
and then pronounce it 
a "bird of paradise" 
and the florist's brother 
sebastian, an undertaker 
by profession 
would recognize it too 
a spray for lester j. 
once included a bird 
of paradise and no one 
ever forgot how it seemed 
to burn 
blue and orange flames 
licking toward the top 
of the room 
and a long cool green beak 
and dead 
eyes just like !ester's 
tester's widow 
on wednesday afternoons 
would think of the bird 
of paradise 
IN COVINGTON MUNICIPAL PARK 
a small gazebo with latticed sides 
dead roses forgot to climb 
and a boy with skin the color of currants 
sat quietly eating . 
small chunks of granite: 
appeasing his bedrock hunger 
and sharpening his teeth 
DIRTY HANDS 
sooty half-circles 
ring the tips 
as he holds them 
in a prayerful attitude 
like those godlike mantisses 

























the 'yes' of 
veins that purr 
their course 




sale a word 
away. 
OCCUPATIONAL HAZARD 
Moved into role reversal. 
Me wanting. Shrugging off 
the sun with shadows. Felt 
your steel chill take hold. 
My loins ran raw. 
Your father's voice then. Baiting. 
"Son? Son, you weren't 
in love." 
"You were in heat." 
Love, your need for me, was never. 
SEPTEMBER FIRST IN PLEASANTVILLE 
Dropping in on life. Tires 
wheezing over dirt black roads 
nosing back to curves. 
I feel the feathersuck 
of jewel weed, gripping. Gun­
metal clouds wrap like gauze 
the sky. Distan,t re~orts 
A voice. A dogs wild-eared 
yapping. We were riding 
away with the gas tank on 
empty. Trailin~ words _for luck 
Rabbit, Rabbit, Rabbit . 
Come back. 
5 JANUARY 1977 
Ice etches its message 
on the vane, strikes five days 
off the year to the tune 
of thirty-six times ten. 
Sun sears its way across 
the yard, equating East unevenly 
with West. On the Richter scale 
of winters, this one's passable. 
As if heat could make a difference. 
The jagged scar that wo~nds 
the snow, deeper than rain, 
lighter than sled tracks. 
PALLIANN ROGERS-------------, 
FAMILY 
I gather snails, . 
Scrape them up with the glue of their undershells, 
A grey, clicking two handfuls. 
I feel them in my palms, . 
Their mottled shells squeezed like gravel. 
With a stick 
I prod tender white roots from the ground, 
As sweet as wood worms. 
Shake off the clinging clods of black, 
Smell their life underground. 
I dip them in a flipping creek, 
Suck them clean. 
R.unning in tall weeds, 
I leap after grasshoppers, 
Frighten them out of their crackling forests. 
My cupped hand pounces. . . . 
1carry the wriggling needles of their legs 1n each fist, 
Pinch their heads. 
Iscoop skinny minnows, 
Lingerover the drop of.meat. 
In the silver slips of their boches, 
The oil of their eyes. 
Everything, I fold away, 
Wrap in the damp of a catalp_a leaf, 
Brin them all to ou at evenm . 

